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King," and open shop-fronts filled with oranges,
toys, sweets, and children. The bungalows became
fewer, stone buildings more common. The inevitable
aeroplane droned overhead. Now the village disap-
peared entirely and I found myself travelling through
one busy thoroughfare after another in a modern city
built of stone and concrete, and made up of shops,
offices, cinemas, and blocks of flats such as might have
let me suppose that I was arriving, not in Tokyo, but
in Birmingham or Berlin.

At last we came out on a fine boulevard, beyond
which I saw a moat, and beyond that a magnificent
stone rampart, crowned by the most Japanese-looking
crooked litde pine-trees growing on a grass bank.
The car turned into a small drive and drew up before
a large two-storeyed building of yellow brick. I
climbed out and entered the hotel. Half a dozen
Japanese page-boys in emerald and gold uniforms
rushed forward and seized my luggage; a Japanese
clerk in morning-coat bowed to me imperturbably
from behind a counter with exactly the same air as a
Swiss hotel-clerk, a French hotel-clerk, an Italian,
Austrian, English, Dutch, German, or Belgian hotel-
clerk.

"I reserved a room," I said. The clerk glanced at a
paper.

"Mr. Pyke?" he asked. "Oh, yes. Number 231,
please. Certainly; we will pay the car. If there is any-